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Author's Notes: 

Based on the little idea | had wherein Steve writes Bruce a very personal letter in regards of their unfinished 
business and their failed past relationship, set pre reunion. | wanted to go for emotion, and a bit of angst but 
also hopefulness-as we all know that Bruce did indeed return Might add a second chapter for the response, if 


this one is well received. Meanwhile, enjoy and please leave a review! :) 


Hello. 


I've been waiting a long time to write you this letter, and perhaps its way overdue but I've finally found I've 
gathered the courage | need to reach out to you. | should have shared my feelings with you more openly in 
the past, believe me, lm well aware of that. | much regret the fact that | didn't. But | was too proud, | 
suppose. Too stubborn. We were both butting heads half the time, weren't we? So, I've been trying my hardest 
for so long to find an eloquent way in which to put everything down. Eventually, | gave up on attempting to be 
elborate and just went with my gut feel. | truly hope it'll be enough to convey what | want to say to you. 


l'm not sure where to begin, so | suppose I'll start as | ought to; right from the beginning. From the very first 


time | saw you perform on stage; from the first moment you had me captivated and fascinated. Overwhelmed 
and overpowered. | didn’t know you very well back then, | suppose. | knew your stage name and your band fairly 
well, knew we shared rehearsal locals. | might have caught a glimpse of you in the corridor beforehand, might 
have exchanged a word or two with you on the run. | hadn't given it much thought at the time. | remember I'd 
noticed that you had a dimpled smile and that your eyes were copper brown | didn't remember the sound of 


your voice, or the way you speak with your hands, yet. 


| remember that one evening. I'd had a couple of beers, relaxing by the bar at one of the small local pubs. 
Watching the stage, looking for interesting new underground bands. The one preceeding yours was shit. A sort 
of wannabe punk act, neither member knew how to properly play their own instruments. The singer reminiscent 
of a dying cat. | didn't think the night would get any better; until you walked onto the stage like breaking 
through a barrier. It was like flicking a switch; all eyes on you instantly. Most of the chattering noise died 
down, the stage lights illuminating your frame although your face was still concealed by shadows. You spoke a 


few words to the crowd, exciting them - us - with a shrill sort of tone, determined and enticing all at once. 


| remember your band very little, you were a hard rock act. Samson, you called yourselves; like the man of 
Biblical account who possessed strength unlike any other. You almost appeared the same way. Powerful and 
majestic like a lion, yet agile and sensuous like a cat. Feline. 'd eventually learn that chopping your strands of 
hair off wouldn't strip you of your power, of your ability to entrance and hypnotize. But at that moment, | 
was smitten. | was starstruck. | was seduced. | didn't know it then, didn't want to accept it, but you had me 
from first glance. | remember moving closer to the stage, remember locking your gaze if only for a moment. 


That was where you caught me. 


| knew then that | had to have you. For what purpose, in what manner, | hadn't yet figured out. At first, it was 
as Maiden's frontman, my frontman. | wanted you to be our focal point, alongside me of course. Paul was 
busted, couldn't keep his focus or his sobriety. God knows what he was tampering with, but you were 
supposedly clean. You had an incredible vocal range, you were meant for something grander than just another 
generic rockband. | did my best to convince Rod, you know | did, despite his uncertainty and doubt. Despite his 
intentional displeased reaction to you when | first brought him to watch you perform. You had the gift of spell 
binding the crowd, he said, but your voice wasn't his cup of tea. | persuaded him by pointing out how original 


you were, how your sound could take us in an entirely different direction. 


Granted, as you know, he eventually caved in. | can be very persistent when there's something | want, very 
stubborn when | want to convince somebody. Then, remained only getting you in on the idea It wasn't too hard, 
| invited you to watch us live. You were thrilled, | could see the bright glow of gleeful delight in your eyes 
when | asked you backstage, as | glanced your way during performances to see how you were faring. When, out 
of hearing range, concealed from spying eyes, | admitted I'd like to hire you as a replacement for Paul. Didn't 
take you long to audition You got the job right of the bat. There wasn't any other option, you were the one | 


wanted. 


So, there you were, and | figured it would be enough. Imagine my surprise when realizing it wasn't. You were 
there, of course, taking up the space and holding us up on your shoulders every night. You brought us to a 
new level entirely, threw us right into stardom. And yet, that wasn't enough. Watching you sing your heart 


out, longing desperately for something | couldn't quite put my finger on. Hearing your voice ring in my head 
when | was on my own. Seeing your bright smile, your copper eyes before my inner vision every time | shut 
my own to sleep. You were haunting me, and | was restless. Distressed. Distraught. Unaware of why you were 


everywhere | turned. 


| remember that one night where it all suddenly became crystal clear. We'd had a bit to drink, the rest of the 
blokes were nowhere in sight. | think they might have been asleep, or out with some girls. Hell if | know, not 
that it matters. What mattered then was us, either way. The way you inched closer to me, your arm pressing 
into mine, your chin propped on my shoulder. Your big copper eyes curiously studying my face. | remember 
how insecure | was; my heart suddenly ready to burst out of my chest. Terrified. Intoxicated. And | realized 
then how | wanted you. How | longed to press my lips to yours, steal your breath away with a sweet kiss. It 
was as if you'd read my mind, then. | remember you didn't hesitate. You tasted of cheap booze, and sweet 


surrender. 


| was terrified afterwards. New emotions had me frightened. You were a man, | was a man. It wasn't natural, 
people said. People talk a lot of bollocks, I've come to realize, when speaking of things they don't understand. But 
at the time, perceptions worried me. | might sometimes say I'm a confident man, but not at all times. 
Regarding my own abilites, certainly, but my appearance? My feelings? Hell no. Never that. | couldn't begin to 
tell you how many times | went back to rethink my decision, how many times | had to force myself to be 
brave. To confront you. And when | finally did, you weren't angry or upset as I'd pictured. You were smiling, 


sweetly. | wasn't on my own. 
Yy Y 


Once | gave myself to you, | found | wasn't afraid anymore. Suddenly, it didn't matter what people might say, 
what they might believe. How anyone might react. All | needed was you, right there in my arms. Sex wasn't 
just physical release anymore, not that | had ever indulged very much in it from the start, but with you it 
meant something else entirely. Intimacy, adoration, love. I'd never quite known what those meant. I'd known the 
puppy love of first infatuation, I'd known what | thought was wholesome love with Lorraine, knew what a family 
was. But with you; there was passion, there was desire, there was need. And of course not only that. There 
was the longing for you when we were apart. | missed you more than | would have ever missed Lorraine. You 


alone competed with my children for my affection. 


And oh, | know that was tough on you. My not being around. Us not being able to always bask in one another's 
company. As for our differing opinions; we were so stubborn. So bloody pigheaded, both of us. | wanted it my 
way. | wanted control. You wanted the same. | never understood | needed to offer you more opportunities, more 
creative input. | stifled you, but never realized why you felt like you were suffocating. Perhaps | felt 
intimidated by your fire, perhaps | felt we were competing for the spotlight. Perhaps | felt | needed to at least 
have the most writing credits, since you were the one to steal all attention on stage. Perhaps | felt | needed to 
be a man, the man. It was a petty thing to throw away our love for, all the jealousy and envy. | was too proud 


to realize it then, but I've had a lot of time to think about it since. 


| remember the last time we were together. Gone was the tenderness that had once marked our love making. 
Gone was the mutual understanding; the trust, the deep connection I'd traded it all for harsh words and angry 


glares. For rough scratches and crude bitemarks. For countless bruises. For almost painful encounters that 


served as nothing but a means to get off. The world was crumbling around me, and | needed an outlet for my 
frustration | was divorcing, | wouldn't see my kids as much, wouldn't have a home to come back to. | used you 
because | was too weak to salvage myself. | was too hurt, turning into myself. | didn't speak to you, even when 
you tried to ask me questions, even when you showed your concern. Tried to comfort me. You could tell | 
wasn't myself, but | shut you out. | didn't want to look weak in front of you. Pathetic, now when | look back on 
it. Ridiculous. Childish, really. 


Our first fist fight. | remember it was brutal, ferocious. After one of the last shows during the Raising Hell 
tour. We'd been arguing again, constantly bickering. At that point | couldn't recall a time when we hadn't been 
tearing at each others’ throats. | don't remember what you said, but | remember that | threw the first punch. 
| remember your gash that might have needed stitches; | remember your split lip. | remember my black eye; 
my nose gushing blood and fearing you might have broken it. | remember Jan and Dave pulling us apart, the 
adrenaline making me seeth and hiss, struggling to break free. | remember the fight abandoning you; pouring 


off of you until your eyes were only sad and wet and pained as you left the room. 


Eventually, you left me. Of course. | had only been prolonging the inevitable at that point. Id already driven you 
away by making up rules that would only apply to you. By puting you second to an already existing family. By 
hiding what we were to the public and everyone around us. Of course, some knew, but it wasn't enough. You 
didn't think holding hands in front of Nicko counted; you wanted the entire world to know. And | wasn't ready, 
might never be. And you put the wall I'd built between us to good use. Still, | couldn't ever forget your tears 
night you told me it was over, or the way | shamefully hid my own. 


Of course, | was furious at first. | was seething; because | was in agony. You'd been my pillar, my rock. Never 
wavering; always there for me to fall back on, and when | needed you the most you abandoned me. It felt like a 
betrayal, as if you had stabbed me in the back. As if you had deceived me, torn out my heart and taken it 
with you. | didn't understand that | was the reason for your walking out on me, or perhaps | didn't want to 
accept it. You'd made countless attempts to remedy the unjust terms on which out relationship was founded, 


but I'd never listened. I'd taken you for granted when you needed me the most. 


It took me five years to figure that out. It took me five years to pull myself back up, to learn to trust again 
I'd never admit it outwardly, hell, I've never told anybody else. But deep down, | fell to pieces without you. | 
might have busied myself with work and new projects. | might have pretended to be fine in the eyes of my 
family, might have dared to allow myself to open up to another woman. And course, Emma is all | could ever 
look for in a partner. But she'll never be my wife. And she'll never have the core of my heart. That belongs to 
you, still. lts not something | could ever change. You've had me ever since that one evening when we locked 


eyes in the dingy, seedy bar where | watched you front Samson. 


| suppose this is where | finally dare to ask you my question, and | fully comprehend if you decide to tell me 
no even after reading this note. You have the right to, hell, you're not gullible and if you think l'm trying To 
persuade and fool you; | wouldn't blame you. I've been selfish in the past, I've been unfair and downright cruel 
to you. But | know | blamed you unjustly, because deep down; | bear as much of the blame. Perhaps we weren't 
compatible at the time, perhaps we needed some time apart. | understand if you still think of me as the same 


prick | always were, but it takes two to tango and I'm writing to let you know I've accepted my part of the 


blame - the bigger chunk. And I'm ready to apologize for it; face to face. | owe you as much. 


I'm not asking you to give me a second chance; | never would. Not because l'm too proud to come crawling back 
to you, but because | feel | don't deserve you. You have your own life now, and so do I. It wouldn't be right. 
What | do want though, is a chance to sit down and talk to you. Open up; tell you all the things | regret never 
saying out loud. All the things you deserve to hear. | know it may be too late; it's been a long time - but 
somebody once told me that it's better late than never. You're free decline my offer. You're free to crumple 
this note up, toss it in the trash and pretend you never read it. | won't think any less of you for it. But, if 
there is a tiny sliver of anything remotely similar to that which l'm feeling still alive inside your heart; | 
believe you just might not. 


Know that not one day has passed when | haven't thought of you; haven't regretted the way things ended 
between us. Not one day when | haven't wished | could trace my steps back and redo everything to give us a 
fair bit of a chance. To perhaps right the wrongs made along the line. So, if you believe there is as little as an 
ounce of honesty contained within the sentences I've written, you know where to find me. You know how to find 


me. And you'll know what to say. 
Ill never forget what we had, Bruce. I'll always love you. 


Fondest regards; Steve. 


Response 


Author's Notes: 
Some people asked for a sequel, so here it is; Bruce's reply to Steve's letter. Enjoy, and please leave a review! 
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Hi Steve. 


I'm sorry for taking so long to reply to your letter, but | honestly couldn't decide wether or not | even wanted 
to. | had to give it some time, some thought. Twist it back and forth. Lord fucking knows how many times I've 
reread it, though. If you were to call me at 3 in the morning, chances are | might still be able to give you a 
full monologue format retelling. So my first question would naturally have to be; why the fuck did you never 
tell me any of this face to face? 


Firstly, I'd like to know why you never told me you wanted me in the band long before the evening you invited 
me over. | won't deny | sort of guessed it, but then both my voice and posture differed so drastically from 
Paul that | really wasn't getting my hopes up. | wanted to play with you, | definitely was out to do my best to 
get in there, and not only did | enjoy your music. | remember seeing you on stage, and | knew | could front 
your band a million times better than Paul could, but I'd never have guessed you could tell as well. | had no 
idea you'd been eyeing me as | had you. I've always been very confident in myself and with my sexuality, so | 


knew on spot that | didn't just want to have a spot in Maiden. | wanted you. 


| remember watching you on stage, taking all the glory and spotlight for yourself. Bare tan chest, tight black 
and white striped jeans. Dark hair, darker eyes, sweat sheening on your skin. You looked positively delicious, and 
certain parts of me definitely got a kick out of the display. Not only that, you didn't miss a note, your bass 
playing was slick and smooth and skillful. Bit sloppy, but you could afford that, as precise as your sound was. 
And it was all so effortless, it didn't even show. Fuck, if | wasn't starstruck | don't think you remember it, but 
| attempted to share a few words with you afterwards. Told you | had a blast watching you perform. | was 
shocked by how shy you were, downcast eyes and flushed cheeks. I'd thought you'd be cocky, maybe even 
arrogant, but it was as if you couldn't comprehend why | was complimenting you. If my dick had falled for 


your performance, | swear my heart fell for your humble personality. 


| don't really remember much of the night you asked me to come see you guys as a special guest given how 
sloshed | was, but | do remember how overjoyed | was to get an invite to audition | also - shamefully, perhaps 
- recall how hard | came wanking that night, with your scent of sweat and coconut shampoo lingering in my 
nostrils. | could tell | landed the audition when | nailed the songs, | don't think | really flubbed anywhere, and 
your grin was everything to me. | could tell you were a hard working businessman, a tight arse and a 
perfectionist, but you were pleased with me. You'd held me to some sort of high expectations, and I'd 
surpassed them. You've no idea how proud | was, or how wild my heart was hammering in my chest when | 


told you some mental bloody joke and managed to make you laugh. 


| did try to flirt with you from the getgo, I'm not going to deny that either. Any time | could, | brushed against 
you, or touched you. | didn't bother to figure out whether you enjoyed it or not, | just couldn't resist. You've 
no idea how fucking bad | wanted you, it was torture. And the worst part was that | was absolutely sure that 
you were straight; hands off, no go. | could bat my eyes and pout my lips all | wanted, you'd never respond to 
it. And | used that logic to justify my longing. I'm quite sure the other guys were noticing something, | 
remember Ade mentioned something about it briefly. Said "you know he's only into birds, eh?" which | chose to 
dismiss, because God knows it hurt. So, yeah, | suppose | actually might have been everywhere you turned not 


only because you were distraught, but because | actually purposely made sure to be wherever you were. 


Our first kiss, | do have very vivid memories of however, and a bit more than that. A bit drunk, both of us, 
and you didn't have your usual walls up. You didn't move away, didn't stutter, didn't resist me. Your eyes wide 
blown, pupils swallowing your irises whole. I'd never seen you like that, it was like an audible snap. And | couldn't 
resist, knew | might get a punch in the face. Might get the boot from Maiden. Imagine my surprise when you 
not only reacted, but responded. It was obvious you'd never been with a man, you were so hesitant. Not that 
we went far. A bot of touching, more kissing than anything. Fuck, you were so innocent had | not known you'd 


been with women, | would have guessed you were a bloody virgin altogether! 


And my heart broke when you began to ignore me. For weeks. You wouldn't speak to me, wouldn't look at me, 
damn near wouldn't breathe the same fucking air as mel I'd known you might react that way, I'd actually been 
preparing myself for it, but given how you'd gone along, it was still a hard blow to deal with. | gave you the 
space you needed, | suppose. Tried not to think of it, tried to distract myself from it. And then you showed up 
at my doorstep. Submissive, obedient, apologetic. I'd never thought I'd taste you again, touch you again, but you 
gave it all up for me. It meant everything. You know I've had my fair share of both blokes and birds alright, 
and you've been one of the most vanilla so to speak, but let me tell you one thing truthfully - no one ever 
sated and satisfied me the way you did. And do you know why? Because it was you. Even when vulnerable and 
insecure, and downright inexperienced, you always gave me everything | needed. Why? Because |'d fallen in love 
with you. I'm a sexual person, but with you... it became love, became reverence. Became everything | needed 


and more. 


| remember one night, you were sound asleep. | think we were in Sweden, we'd been teasing each other all night 
on stage. Some not so subtle flirting, even a secret kiss or two stealen out of sight. | remember you usually 
doze off when you're sated, sex making you tired and sleepy. | usually just got to piss, and when | came back 
to bed | found you snuggled up in the blanket. | must have watched you for hours, toying with your soft curls 
and twisting them around my fingers. It hurt, knowing | couldn't always be with you. You had Lorraine and the 
kids waiting for you at home. A lot of the time, they'd be with us on tour. | barely even got a chance to hug 
you when they were around, you were so afraid of Lorraine catching onto us. Fuck knows it hurt. | remember | 


sniffed your hair, attempting to treasure the scent. To save it for the next time I'd have you in my arms. 


| watched you being a dad, and a damn fucking good one at that. | saw the way you took care of Lauren, of 
Faye and Kerry and George. | knew why you so desperately wanted to stay with Lorraine then. | knew how 
much your family meant to you, perhaps not for the sake of your wife, but for the sake of your kids. The 


way your eyes would sparkle when you were with them, how you always put them first. | was so jealous, | 


know its childish and unfair, but | wanted your attention that way too. So open and straight forward, not 
always concealed behind closed doors. Not always kept out of sight. That's when | found Paddy, and developed 
feelings for her. She was so persistent, | couldn't resist. She never compared to you, but at least she was 
there for me. She could substitue what you couldn't give. Still, there were many nights | denied her company 
just to be at your side when your family went back home. 


| just wanted you to notice me, Steve. | just wanted you to see me. | wanted to have a voice, | began to fight 
back. To bring up issues, to start arguments. | just wanted to have your eyes on me. Hell, | even let Jan in on 
our secret - of course, seeing as he's my best friend - to help get a rise out of youl | just wanted you to 
speak to me, and perhaps spill something. Part of me prayed you'd come over and claim me as yours with a 
kiss as | chased Jan across the stage. Still, all | got was annoyed glanced. | didn't know what to do, | was 
desperate. Our sex used to be tender, and it ended up rough as an outlet for my frustration. | wanted to be 
let inside, | wanted you to dare to be vulnerable with me, and you shut me out. It was like staring at a stone 
wall, impenetrable. | remember | tried to ask about Lorraine once, why she decided to leave. i was wondering fi 


she found out about us. You simply got out of bed and left the room in the middle of the night. 


Of course, | recall our first actual fist fight as well. As if | could ever forget it. | was furious, | don't 
remember exactly what you said but | know it stung. We were constantly fighting, normally it would turn into 
somethign sexual, and despite it springing out of something so unpleasant, it was what | had hoped for. Instead, 
you punched me and | went ballistic, and when the blokes parted us, | lost all will to fight. You were still 
screaming insults at me, and | stormed out, hid away in the nearest storage closet. | don't know for how long | 
stayed in there, crying until | was numb and my eyes were dry and itchy. | longed for you, prayed you'd come 


after me and check on me. Hoping you'd care enough to comfort me. You never came. 


That's when | realized | had to leave. | couldn't stay if you didn't want me, if | didn't feel welcome. You turned 
the cold shoulder, and | felt as if | was dead to you. So | figured, why not go. | had nothing left in Maiden, you'd 
restricted me and tied my hands. | needed to find myself, because | was so lost in you. So | found you, and told 
you we needed to break it off. | needed to break up with you, and with the band. You didn't so much as flinch. 
I'd planned it beforehand, i was supposed to walk away cool and composed. But when you didn't so much as 


fucking react to my words, barely even acknowledged them, | couldn't control myself. 


The first couple of years away from you were torture. | constantly longed for you. | tried to be happy with 
Paddy and the kids, did my best to be a good father. But sometimes I'd fall apart. Paddy knew, she always knew. 
I'd been honest from the start, | couldn't pretend with her. She saw right through me. She knew | wasn't 
entirely happy, but she held out for me. She waited. It'd be a lie to say | was ever okay, | never fully 
recovered. But the pain got lesser, and eventually | could remember you with fondness instead of bitterness. | 
could recall our tender moments and block out the darker ones. And then | learnt to live with it. Learnt to 
accept that I'd never see you again, cause I'd be fucking damned if | were the one to contact you first. 
Wouldn't happen 


So, there | am. Monday past, after three long weeks of flights back and forth and looking forward to resting 
up. | check my email inbox cause I'm waiting for a message from my boss, and what do | find if not a message 


from you. | think | almost fell off the bloody chair! | didn't read it right away, | couldn't. | attempted to several 


times over the course of maybe two or three weeks. | just couldn't click on it. And when | did, | read it several 
times in a row. Came back to it again and again. At first | was enraged, then | was devastated. | crossed over 
to be overjoyed and then confused. Now, l'm mostly upset. Why the fuck didn't you tell me all of this face to 


face? Do you understand all the bloody grief it would have saved us? 


So, I'm taking it you want us to meet. That's what I'm gathering from it, you want to apologize. Which | think 
would be extremly adequate. That said, | would be lying if | didn't admit | share part of the blame. I'd like to 
have a chance to talk this through. At first | wasn't sure | wanted to see your face, because | have no idea 
how l'm going to feel when | do. But, after weighing all my options, | think you're right in your suggestion. It is 
late, and should probably be too late, but | want to see you again. That's the only thing | can honestly say, 


despite what happened between us. | want to see you again. Whatever that means, and whatever happens. 


Now comes the tough part, | suppose. | swear my bloody heart stopped when | read it. You saying you love me. 
Do you even understand how much | would have given to hear you say those three words back in the day? | 

was always so fucking worried, like | could feel you loved me but how could | be sure? You never said anything, 
whenever | dared whisper the words hoping you'd reciprocate, you'd get awkward and avoid my eyes. Avoid my 
touches. Pretend it didn't happen. The closest | got to it was a shy sweet smile backstage after you sucked me 
off and | accidentally blurted it out when | came. That was it. | came to believe you didn't actually love me, and 


it only fuelled my desperation to get you closer to me. Because | loved you. 


Fuck, how | loved you. How | still love you. | thought I'd forgotten you by now, | thought | was over it. But you 
just proved to me that I'm not. I'll never get over it, that's why we have to meet. To settle this bloody mess. 
We can't keep going like this, | can't keep it up. | do know where to find you. | know you're playing London soon, | 


checked your tour dates. Go figure. Keep your eyes open for me, then. 


You're a right bastard, and fuck knows you broke my heart. But you always knew how to heal it again. | know 
its not going to be the same, it never will be, but | don't want to pass this up. | can't live a lie anymore, and 
I'm hoping that's why you decided to write to me. Because you can't do it, either. You can't let me go. | always 
thought | was easily discarded, and knowing that in fact, you were as overwhelmed by what happened between 


us as | was, it lessens the impact. 
If | slap you however, you better take it. 


See you Soon. 


